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to ruin, and on the painter that painted it S Foi
now I see clearly that it is not in the least like
her; for she is kind, and only compelled by destiny
In the form of her own intellect to ruin hopes that
she would perhaps otherwise encourage. So the
King passed the night in a state of exhaustion,
averting his gaze forcibly from the portrait. And
when the sun rose3 he rose also, and passed the day
with difficulty in 'the garden, aided by Rasak<5sha.
Then when the sun set, they went again to the
hall of audience. And there they saw the Princess,
clad in a robe of russetl and a bodice studded with
amber \ and her crown and other ornaments, sitting
on her throne. And she looked at the King with
eyes whose lids were red with want of sleep, and
he sank upon a couch, speechless and fascinated,
under the spell of her beauty. Then E.asak6sha
came forward and stood before her, and began again:
Lady1, there was once a king, who laughed at
his kingly duties, and passed his time in evil
courses, lying in bed, neglecting Brahmans, drink-
ing wine, hunting, and idling in the society of fair
women/ And whosoever ventured to remonstrate

* Jgapisha.           k Trinamam, a gem that attracts grass.

1 This story is only the embodiment of an itlea familiar to
every Hindoo, but in the original it is very pithily told.